CHAPTER  XIX
EGYPT
" Each nation grows in strength as it enters more deeply into the life of other nations."
WE were away from home for six months, and during that time Mr. Barnett wrote seventy-five long letters to his mother. They are all written in his small clear handwriting, and usually occupy eight sheets of large-sized foreign-letter paper. They are rich in suggestive thought, and perhaps some day it would be well to publish them for the use of travellers to the Nile ; but for this book a few selections only can be given. Our party included Miss Kate Potter, her sister Margaret, and Mr. Herbert Spencer. The two latter joined us in Cairo, but Kate, my husband, and I started from Liverpool, the only passengers in one of Mr. Holt's ships, and had a slow restful sea-journey. Mr. Barnett's first impression of the East are expressed vividly :
PORT SAID, November 2lst, 1879.—When we dropped onr anchor, a scene opened of which one has often dreamt. Boats like bees swarmed round the ship. Bum-boats loaded with beads, corals, and bright things to attract sailors; official boats with officials of small stature and large personality ; business boats with business men busy with their own importance ; coaling boats loaded with tall dark figures looking like shades crossing the Styx ; boats for hire with Arab boys tempting passengers with broken English. Each boat roused a new interest, and the time fled as we watched things strange and new. It is worth a sea-journey thus to enter a new port to feel how by a sudden spring one's mind is enlarged.
The Agent canie on board full of anxiety to be friendly. . . His well-appointed four-oared boat with sailors in English costume bore us ashore and he set himself to be our guide. Wo were on Egyptian land, a wretched spit on which no house would have stood except for the canal. Wooden shanties have been
rUnaUi? m rows;  tllere is no road> kut passengers walk on the sand between the shanties.   The place suggests one of the towns
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